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Lord, is thy dance a dart of form-felling,
Unpictorial, unplastic, unseen
At work in Thy wordless feet-pair to mean
The acoustic and the optical thing
The eye or the ear or the sense cheating?!
Does this thy thud take effect on the mean
Golden between, by a hit here to wean
itself away from the form concording
One event and me or someone .to trust
In a linear progression of a kind
Through stages and notions, thro'wetrd words gi
As Ancient or after, leaving one blind
To the Art-reason, a mysterious must
Past evident-existent as a find?!
-XLVIII
Thy Face is" tangible and I do see But Feet are obvious, that never I follow,   . Like as an eye upturned to a fresco
Foregoing its logic for necessity
Of watching without prepossessions free
I behold Thy frontal portraiture-show
Or refrained deep relief up from below
As dust mysterious or domical tree,
As prime powered utterance of delta-earth
Articulate in waters through a float
In quest of the current in vessel'd birth
And hear the counterpoint of blue voiced throat
Appeasing the All-souiless-Venom's-mirth,
And the symphonied force of thy Foot-Note!o bless Or be blest by liberation free as froth Floatation'd sore-ore and its unnotchedness?O! Philology! Aaroor is more numen! A placement profound within a felt charm Of joy of proximity leaping again Upward as a might grazing on a calm,    . Plummetting into the hill-let in my ken.ds. One brings out the other by verbal association, by alliterations, rhyme, and assonance as in Anthony Burgess's "Nothing like the Sun" Without meaning to be derogatory, one can say that S.A.S. has outjoyced Joyce himself, in his pursuit along this stream of consciousness in his chase, after his own private Holy Grail.
